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"OLD  SAYBROOK" 

(Awarded  first  prize  in  this  month's  contest.) 


Old  Hawley  sat  on  a  rude,  wood- 
en bench  in  front  of  his  cabin, 
whittling  with  a  huge  clasp-knife. 
The  knife  had  a  history — so  had 
Hawley;  as  the  knife  was  sharp — 
so  was  Hawley;  as  it  was  mean  and 
murderous-looking — so  was  he.  He 
was  a  big,  powerful  man  in  his  late 
fifties,  formerly  a  barge  captain; 
and  had  often  passed  the  mouth  of 


ugly  stories  followed  his  last  few 
years  of  service.  Barge  Owners  and 
captains  told  many  stories  of  his 
cruelty  to  barge  men  under  him,  but 
only  among  themselves.  "Rat- 
Faced  Hawley",  as  they  had  nick- 
named him,  was  known  along  the 
sound  as  a  bad  man  to  deal  with, 
drunk  or  sober. 

On   this   peaceful   summer   after- 


the    Connecticut    on    his    way    east, 
coal-laden  from  Jersey  ports. 

After  years  of  service  with  indif- 
ferent success,  he  had  finally  quit. 
His  enemies  said,  from  fear,  "What 
has  become  of  Old  Hawley?^     For 


noon,  as  he  looked  down  from  the 
bluff,  where  his  cabin  rested  like  a 
bird's  nest  against  the  blue  sky,  he 
and  his  knife  seemed  at  peace  with 
the  whole  world, — the  stick  he  was 
whittling,   the    only    sufferer.       He 
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could  Bee  the  river  rush  into  the 
arms  of  the  Sound,  its  black-looking 
waters  clasping  bands  with  the  blu- 
ish green  of  its  mother  ocean. 

The  smoke  of  a  tow-boat,  passing, 
with  its  line  of  barges,  hung  lazily 
in  the  air,  while  the  white  wings  of 
the  seagulls  flashed  to  and  fro  in  the 

sunshine,  as  they  crossed  the  river- 
inoiith  and  circled  the  lighthouse  at 
the   breakwater. 

As  summer  drifted  into  I'all,  and 
fall  into  winter,  nothing  of  impor- 
tance happened  io  disturb  the  every- 
day lite  of  Hawley.  His  visual  daily 
trip  to  the  village  store  and  post- 
office  in  the  morning,  and  his  return 
to  the  cabin  to  sit  on  the  bench, 
dreaming  and  whittling  throughout 
the  forenoon,  were  as  regular  as  ever. 
His  evenings  he  usually  devoted  to 
reading  the  "Marine  News",  which 
lie  received  daily  from  Xew  York. 

On  a  particular  afternoon  in  No- 
vember, Hawley  seemed  troubled, 
for  the  night  before  he  had  read,  in 
the  Marine  News,  that  the  "square- 


days,   and    I  law  le\    \v;i,-   jealoii>  :   and 
lie   feared   him   because  of   the   nielli 


when,    in    a    sudden    lit    ol    anger 


tie 


rigger",  kwSilverheels,,,  had  reached 
the  port  of  New  York  after  a  three 
year  cruise  to  the  land  of  the  "South- 
ern Cross"  :  read  also,  that  Jim  Blake 
was  still  her  master.  Jim  Blake! 
What  a  flood  of  memories  his  name 
recalled  to  Hawley!  Mow  well  he  re- 
membered -Jim  Blake,  the  man  he 
had  hated  and  feared.  He  hated  him 
in  the  early  days  because  of  his  pop- 
ularity with  the  -Barge  Company; 
for  although  Blake  was  a  younger 
man,  he.  too.  was  a  captain  in  those 


had  shot  Blake  down  in  cold  blood 
;i nd  lefl  him  for  dead  on  t he  docks 
at    Bayonne. 

Bui  I  Iawlev  did  no!  Her.  nor  did 
Blake  die.  Kind  hands  cared  for 
him  until  he  was  well,  hut  he  never 
told  who  had  shot  him,  saying  to 
himself  and  to  others.  "Some  day. 
somewhere.  I  will  settle  with  the  man 
who  shot   me." 

Blake  left  the  Barge  service  for 
deep  sea.  sailing,  and  through  good 
luck  and  perseverenco  finally  became 
a  master  of  as  tine  a  "square-rigger" 
as  ever  sailed. 

Old  Hawley  stuck  a  year  or  two 
more  to  the  Sound,  but  he  was  ner- 
vous— he  wanted  to  get  away — he 
had  worked  long  and  hard  enough. 
So  he  finally  disappeared  from  his 
old  haunts  and  associates  and  the 
wide  world  swallowed  him  up  com- 
pletely. 

Naught  had  he  heard  of  "Jim 
Blake"  or  the  "Silverheels"  for  many 
a  day,  until  the  notice  in  the  "Ma- 
rine News"  the  day  before.  But  the 
letter  he  had  written  to  the  owner  of 
the  "Silverheels"  a  year  or  two  pre- 
vious asking  her  whereabouts : — 
what  of  that?  Would  it  ever  fall 
into  Jim  Blake's  hands?  To  be 
sure, — he  had  not  asked  for  a  di  - 
rect  answer,  as  he  did  not  sign  his 
name,  merely  asking  for  a  reply 
through  the  "Marine  News.'*  They 
had  done  so,  and  the  reply  was  en- 
tirely satisfactorv  to  Old  Hawley. 
The  "Silverheels"  had  gone  on  a 
three  years  cruise  to  Australia.  Well. 
she  might  sink,  or  burn,  or  be 
wrecked,  thought  he,  but  she  had  re- 
turned, and  Jim  Blake  was  alive  and 
well.  "Bah!"  thought  Hawley, 
"how  can  he  ever  find  me?  T  am  get- 
ting to  be  an  old  woman,  afraid  of 
the  dark!" 

As    December    with   its    cold    and 
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snow  came,  and  the  wild  ducks  of 
the  far  north  mingled  with  the  gulls 
in  the  Sound,  Hawley's  peace  of 
mind  was  better.  He  slept  longer 
in  the  morning,  dozed  by  the  warm 
stove  in  the  afternoon,  going  to  bed 
earlier  as  the  days  grew  shorter. 

The  twenty-fourth  of  December 
saw  a  big  storm  blow  up  across  the 
Sound,  and  by  eight  o'clock  that 
night  it  was  a  raging  blizzard.  The 
boards  creaked  and  snapped  in  the 
cabin  floor,  the  glass  rattled  in  the 
windows,  and  occasionally  a  particu- 
larly fierce  gust  of  wind  would 
drive  the  fine,  powder-like  snow 
through  the  cracks  in  the  walls,  to 
drift  into  the  corners  of  the  room, 
or  fall  hissing  on  the  warm  stove. 
All  was  snug  within;  Hawley  slept 
deeply. 


shape  of  a  man !  Suddenly  he 
thought  of  his  wicked  friend — the 
big,  bright  knife !  J  t  had  never 
failed  him  before;  why  should  it 
now?  Where  had  he  left  it?  He 
remembered  now;  he  had  stuck  it 
into  the  door  frame  when  he  went 
to  bed.  He  must  get  it!  Arising, 
he  started  towards  the  door;  but  the 
other  was  quicker  !  With  a  bound  he 
had  Hawley  by  the  throat.  A  short 
struggle,— a  heavy  blow, — and,  with 
a  groan,  Hawley  sank  to  the  floor. 

The  wind  blew;  and  the  door 
banged  all  the  night  through !  And 
the  snow  came  in  the  door  and 
drifted  to  its  heart's  content  about 
the  cabin. 

Two  days  later  they  found  him ; 
the  village  folk  of  Old  Saybrook 
found  him,  half  buried  in  the  drifted 


A  sudden  tug  at  the  door, — a  snap 
of  its  fastenings,  and  it  closed  again 
with  a  bang !  Old  Hawley,  startled 
out  of  a  sound  sleep,  sat  upright  on 
the  bunk  which  served  him  for  a 
bed.  At  first  he  could  see  nothing, 
but  gradually,  as  his  eyes  became 
accustomed  to  the  darkness,  where 
the  warm  glow  of  the  stove  met  with 
the  deeper  shadows,  near  the  farther 
wall,    he    could   make   out   the    dim 


snow  on  the  cabin  floor,  on  his  back, 
with  the  handle  of  his  old  friend, 
the  knife,  protruding  from  bis 
breast;  for  the  blade  had  been 
driven  through  bis  heart.  Un- 
der him,  on  the  floor,  worn,  and 
with  the  address  entirely  destroyed, 
lav  an  envelope,  its  postmark  alone 


remaining — Old    Saybrook, 
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THE  COWARD 

Part  I. 

On  one  sultry  evening  along  in 
the  latter  part  of  July,  Margaret 
Delancl  and  her  college  chum,  Helen 
Whiting,  were  sitting  out  on  the 
side  porch  of  The  Mansion.  Dusk 
was  just  beginning  to  settle  down 
and  close  from  their  sight  the  valley 
which  lay  stretched  out  far  below 
them.  One  could  just  make  out 
the  tall  iron  stacks  of  the  tile  plant, 
as  they  towered  up  above  the  low 
white-washed  buildings.  The  glow- 
ing fires  of  the  kilns  seemed  to  be 
but  specks  of  light  in  the  distance; 
but  every  now  and  then  bits  of 
laughter  and  the  loud  talk  of  men 
around  the  kilns  would  float  up  to 
the  porch,  so  still  and  hushed  was 
everything.  Just  beyond  the  tile 
plant,  to  the  right,  was  the  only 
street  in  Brumond,  along  which  was 
a  scattered  row  of  shacks, — they 
could  hardly  be  called  houses, — 
which  made  up  the  town  itself. 

Neither  of  the  girls  spoke  for  some 
minutes  each  being  wrapt  in  her  own 
thoughts  and  the  scene  spread  out 
before  her,  which,  in  the  settling 
darkness,  had  an  almost  weird  ap- 
pearance. 

At  length  Margaret  broke  the  si- 
lence. "I  do  hope  we  get  a  shower 
soon,'"  she  said,  speaking  almost  as 
much  to  herself  as  to  Helen.  "It 
would  cool  things  off  wonderfully." 

"I  think  very  likely  that  we  shall 
before  morning;  for  several  times  I 
have  noticed  lightning  flashes  over 
there,"  Helen  replied,  pointing 
towards  the  mountains  which  stood 
like  silent,  but  ever-watching  senti- 
nels, at  the  southern  end  of  the  val- 
ley. "My,"  she  went  on,  "it  hardly 
seems  possible  that  I  have  been  out 
here  for  over  six  weeks.  Why,  when 
I  first  came  I  did  not  imagine  that  I 
could  possibly  stay  here  at  Drumond 
more  than  two  or  three  weeks  at  the 
very  most.     It  all  seemed  so  strange 


and  wild  out  here  among  the  moun- 
tains." 

"Yes,  I  know  just  how  you  must 
have  felt  at  first.  It  was  the  same 
way  with  me,"  Margaret  said.  "I 
came  out  the  first  year  after  father 
built  The  Mansion  —  I'd  hate  to 
think  what  it  must  have  been  before 
that  —  and  I  thought  I  would  die 
of  lonesomeness  that  year;  but 
since  then  I've  learned  to  love  these 
old  Pennsylvanian  mountains  with 
their  wilclness  and  silent  grandeur. 

There  was  another  long  silence, 
during  which  the  twilight  merged 
into  dark,  impenetrable  night,  which 
was  pierced  only  by  the  fires  of  the 
kilns  in  the  valley  below.  These 
fires  and  the  occasional  sound  of 
laughter  were  the  only  things  to  in- 
dicate the  presence  of  man  in  the 
valley,  and  indeed,  it  had  not  been 
so  very  long  ago,  when  Mr.  Deland 
had  first-  come  out  to  the  then  un- 
settled valley,  and  erected  the  tile 
plant  which  in  turn  had  created  the 
town. 

"I  am  not  exactly  asking  for  ad- 
vice," Helen  spoke  up  after  a  bit, 
"but  I  want  to  know  if  you  agree 
with  me  in  this.  We've  never  had 
any  secrets  Margaret,  and  that  is 
why  I  am  going  to  tell  you  the  whole 
thing.  Last  night,  Harvey  told  me 
that  he  was  going  away  in  two  days 
— that  is  tomorrow — on  a  month's 
business  trip  for  your  father.  I — I 
don't  know  just  how  we  drifted  to 
it,  but  I  remember  he  was  soon  ask- 
ing me  to  please  just  let  him  write  to 
me  while  he  was  away.  I  hardly 
knew  what  to  say,  it  came  so  sud- 
denly, but  I  finally  told  him  that  I 
would  have  to  think  it  over  and  that 
I  would  let  him  know  before  he 
left." 

"Why  you  foolish  girl,  after  all 
the  time  you've  known  Harvey 
Brooks  and  his  folks,  to  hesitate 
about  letting  him  write  to  you," 
said  Margaret. 

"Oh,  it  was  not  iust  the  asking  to 
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write,  but — but  the  way  lie  asked 
it.  I'm  afraid  the  trouble  is,  Mar- 
garet, that  I  have  known  Harvey 
too  long.  Now  if  there  is  anything 
that  I  really  do  hate,  it  is  a  coward ! 
And  much  as  I  regret  having  to  say 
it,  that  is  what  Harvey  is.  This  is 
not  any  quick  conclusion,  for  I've 
known  him  for  a  long  while.  His 
father  sent  him  out  here  as  superin- 
tendent of  the  tile  plant  to  "make  a 
man"  out  of  him,  and  as  far  as  I 
can  see  he  has  not  succeeded.  So, 
that  is  why  I  am  going  to  refuse  him 
tomorrow.  He  must  be  a  man  and 
not  a  coward  !" 

"Well,  it  is  always  best  to  decide 
anything  like  that  for  one's  self," 
spoke  up  Margaret;  "but  I  think  you 
will  find  that  you  have  misjudged 
Harvey.  Come,  let's  go  in  now  and 
see  if  we  can  get  him  and  the  folks 
into  a  game  of  Five-Hundred." 

"All  right !  I'm  sorry  if  I  have 
troubled  you,  but  I  just  wanted  to 
tell  you  about  it,"  replied  Helen, 
getting  up  and  going  into  the  house. 

They  found  Mr.  Deland  and  Har- 
vey talking  together  in  the  library 
and  Mrs.  Deland  sewing,  and  final- 
ly succeeded  in  gathering  everyone 
around  the  table.  The  time  passed 
pleasantly  and  quicklv  and,  before 
they  realized  it,  it  was  quite  late. 
As  they  were  breaking  up  Mr.  De- 
land  called  Harvey  aside. 

^The  pay-roll  came  in  today, 
didn't  it,  Brooks,"  he  asked. 

"Yes,"  replied  Harvey,"  I  brought 
the  money  up  with  me  this  noon, 
and  put  it  in  the  old  safe  up  in  the 
den  upstairs.  You  know  you  said 
that  you  did  not  like  to  leave  so 
much  money  down  at  the  office  over 
night." 

"That's  right.  Well,  goodnight, 
Brooks,"  Mr.  Deland  replied,  as  he 
put  out  the  light  and  started  up  the 
stairs. 

When  Harvey  reached  his  room, 
on   the   lower  floor,   he   did  not   go 


right  to  bed,  although  he  was  rather 
tired.  There  were  some  letters 
which  ought  to  be  looked  over  before 
he  left  the  following  afternoon,  and 
so  he  went  over  to  his  desk,  and  be- 
gan to  go  through  some  of  them.  He 
had  finished  and  was  about  to 
shut  up  the  desk,  when  a  letter  ly- 
ing in  the  bottom  of  one  of  the 
drawers  caught  his  eye.  He  did  not 
need  to  take  it  from  the  envelope  to 
find  out  what  letter  it  was.  He  knew 
every  word  and  every  line  of  it  by 
heart.  It  was  the  one  his  father 
had  written  in  answer  to  the  first 
letter  Harvey  had  written  him  from 
Drumond.  How  well  he  remembered 
that  first  letter  he  had  written  to  his 
father, — one  long  outpouring  about 
the  miseries  of  Drumond,  the  wild- 
ness  of  the  place  and  the  thought 
expressed  that  it  would  kill  him  to 
stay  there.  Equally  well  he  remem- 
bered, his  father's  reply.  It  had  been 
brief  but  to  the  point. 

"We  must  all  learn  to  do  the 
things  we  dislike  to,  and  above  all, 
to  act  the  man!"  was  all  the  letter 
had  contained. 

Harvey  picked  up  the  letter  from 
where  it  lay,  and  sat  holding  it  for 
some  minutes.  He  was  wondering  if 
he  had  yet  learned  to  "act  the  man" ; 
and,  as  he  wondered,  his  thoughts 
drifted  back  to  the  day  when  he  knew 
himself  for  the  first  time.  It  had  been 
in  a  football  game — the  last  of  the 
season — between  his  Alma  Mater 
and  her  great  rival  college.  The 
score  stood  6 — C>  with  only  a  few 
minutes  to  play,  and  his  opponents 
had  the  ball.  All  of  a  sudden,  he 
saw  the  little  quarterback  of  the  op- 
posing team  dash  through  the 
crowd  of  players,  and  start  down  the 
field  towards  the  desired  goal,  with 
the  ball  tucked  securely  beneath  his 
arm.  Harvey  was  the  only  man  be- 
tween him  and  the  goal  !  Nearer  and 
nearer,  the  rushing  figure  came,  un- 
til he  was  almost  on  him;  and  still 
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Harvey  did  not  move.  A  tense  si- 
lence pervaded  the  packed  stands  for 
an  instant,  and  then  a  groan  went 
up  for  the  man  had  dashed  by  and 
was  clear.  It  had  been  done  by  a 
seemingly  very  clever  dodge  and  his 
comrades  did  not  blame  him,  but 
Harvey  himself  knew  that  he  had 
been  afraid. 

For  long  months  he  had  fought 
against  his  cowardice,  but  every  now 
and  then  it  would  spring  up  and 
confront  him  like  a  haunting  de- 
mon. Helen  Whiting  had  seen  that 
football  game  and  had  been  present 
more  than  once  under  similar  cir- 
cumstances and  Harvey  knew  or 
half  suspected  that  this  was  her 
reason  for  putting  off  her  answer. 

"A  coward,"  he  murmured  wist- 
fully. "It  seems  as  if  I  could  have 
conquered  by  this  time.  God  knows 
I've  tried  hard  and  long  enough," 
he  said,  with  bitterness;  and  then 
added — almost  fiercely, — "and  if  I 
haven't  yet,  I  will !  I  will  \" 

Then  he  put  out  the  light  and 
went  to  bed. 

(To  be  continued.) 


A  MAN  AMONG  MEN 

The  great  orator  was  concluding. 
As  he  looked  on  the  upturned  faces 
of  the  graduating  class,  a  pity  came 
over  him, — a  yearning  to  show  them 
the  way, — to  point  out  the  land- 
marks of  a  successful  life.  But  he 
knew  that  he  could  not  do  this.  Each 
one  must  learn  by  experience.  His 
parting  words  were  burning  ones. 

"It  is  not  for  me  to  tell  you  what 
you  should  or  should  not  do.  Let 
each  one  judge  for  himself.  But  it 
is  necessary,  once  you  have  set  a 
standard  never  to  relax  one  inch 
from  it.  Find  an  ideal,  and,  through- 
out life,  strive  to  attain  it.  Do  not 
fear  that  it  will  never  be  attained, 
if  it  is  the  right  kind  of  an  ideal. 
You  must,  to  your  last  hour,  work 


for  it.  If  ever  you  turn  to  view  with 
satisfaction  your  past,  you  must  be- 
gin again.  A  man  truly  great  dies 
with  his  eyes  fixed  on  that  distant 
point,  which  he  has  earnestly  tried 
to  attain. 

I  do  not  prophesy  for  you  great 
success,  as  the  word  is  often  used. 
Few  of  you,  by  steadily  following  an 
honest  ambition,  will  ever  become 
famous.  Nor  do  I  prophesy  peace 
and  contentment  during  the  closing 
hours  of  life.  But  I  promise  the 
honest  satisfaction  of  something 
worth  while,  nobly  worked  for,  per- 
haps mingled  with  the  bitter  regret 
of  dying  with  your  object  unat- 
tained. 

Without  doubt,  the  words  had 
made  a  great  impression  on  the 
young  men  to  whom  he  spoke.  More 
than  one  would  carry  the  memory  of 
that  speech  to  his  dying  day.  But 
Robert  Clinton  was  especially  moved. 
He,  too,  had  great  ideals, — great 
ambitions.  The  one  thing  in  which 
he  was  most  interested  was  social 
and  political  reform.  Then  and  there 
he  determined  to  dedicate  his  life 
to  this  great  work. 

Five  years  later  Clinton  was  a 
brilliant,  rising  young  lawyer.  He 
spent  a  great  deal  of  his  time  'slum- 
ming' in  the  lower  end  of  the  city, 
and  he  used  a  big  part  of  his  already 
large  income  in  bettering  conditions 
in  filthy  tenements.  His  work  in  his 
profession  was  brilliant  and  his  in- 
come large.  Many  a  poor  man, — 
about  to  lose  his  all  to  thieving  'loan 
sharks/  found  in  Clinton  a  ready 
and  useful  helper  in  the  law-courts. 

The  next  year  he  was  persuaded 
to  be  a  candidate  for  the  state  legis- 
lature, on  a  reform  ticket.  A  long 
and  bitter  campaign  was  waged  in 
which  attacks  and  accusations  were 
exchanged.  Clinton's  opponent  was 
a  part  owner  of  a  large  cotton  mill 
in  which  the  conditions  among  the 
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laborers  were  very  bad.  It  was  this 
point  especially  which  Clinton  at- 
tacked. The  manufacturer  replied 
that  no  mill  could  be  run  better  with 
anv  profit.  So  the  campaign  went 
on. 

Clinton  undoubtedly  expected  to 
win,  but  he  was  not  daunted  when 
he  was  defeated  by  a  small  margin. 
He  had  with  the  help  of  several  in- 
terested men,  bought  a  factory,  and 
he  proceeded  to  show  that  a  model 
mill  could  be  profitable.  The  exper- 
iment was  a  great  success.  And  the 
following  year  he  was  elected  to  the 
legislature. 

People  who  had  called  him  a  so- 
cialist now  awoke  to  the  fact  that  he 
was  a  powerful,  brilliant,  honest, 
young  man.  He  had  also  become 
wealthy,  in  spite  of  the  great  amount 
of  social  reform  he  was  doing.  He 
was  the  idol  of  the  mill  hands,  and 
he  now  became  the  admired  and 
liked  of  the  rich  and  influential  peo- 
ple. Some  newspapers  spoke  of  him 
as  a  'social  favorite.7 

Then  came  the  panic.  Money  was 
tight  everywhere.  Clinton  spent  a 
prodigious  amount  to  relieve  suffer- 
ing in  the  slums,  but  found  himself 
so  tied  down  by  his  work  and  his 
social  obligations,  that  he  was  unable 
to  do  personally  many  of  the  things 
which  he  had  done  before.  For  sev- 
eral months  now  he  had  turned  over 
the  mill  to  his  superintendent;  now 
he  felt  compelled  to  lower  the  wages 
of  the  workmen  considerably. 

The  panic  went  on.  Strikes  and 
riots  were  becoming  daily  occur- 
rences now.  Clinton  was  no  longer 
able  to  send  in  the  money  for  relief 
work.  All  his  attention  was  concen- 
trated on  saving  himself  from  fi- 
nancial ruin.  He  again  cut  the 
wages  of  the  mill  hands. 

All  over  the  city  anarchists  were 
inciting  the  foreign  element  to  riot. 
Then,  one  night,  the  big  Atlas  shops 
were  set  on  fire.  The  day  after, 
Clinton  was  forced  to  close  his  mill. 


That  night  the  telephone  bell  rang. 
His  own  mills  were  burning  and  the 
mob  in  the  streets  would  allow  no 
one  to  try  to  check  the  fire.  Eobert 
Clinton  was  bankrupt. 

Then  for  the  first  time  the  words 
which  had  once  been  burned  on  his 
brain  came  back  to  him :  "If  you 
ever  turn  to  view  with  satisfaction 
your  past,  you  must  begin  again." 
That  was  all  that  was  left  to  him, 
to  begin  again.  The  inspiration 
seized  him;  he  saw  for  the  first  time 
how  he  had  drifted  away  from  his 
noble  ideals  and  aims.  He  had 
learned  his  lesson,  but  what  a  bitter 
one.  Was  it  worth  while?  Power, 
wealth,  fame, — all  that  ambition 
could  desire,  had  been  swept  away; 
and  only  the  knowledge  that  he  had 
been  wrong  remained.  Was  it  worth 
while?  He  laughed  mirthlessly.  It 
was ! 

That  night  Eobert  Clinton  disap- 
peared from  the  circles  which  had 
known  him.  Next  day  he  might  be 
seen  addressing  an  angry  crowd.  He 
was  in  working  man's  dress,  wearing 
no  trace  of  his  former  condition.  He 
was  begging  the  mob  to  be  moderate. 
Shouts  of  derision  and  hisses  were 
heard  on  all  sides,  but  under  his 
earnest  pleading  and  forceful  argu- 
ments, the  crowd  dispersed. 

For  two  weeks  Clinton  toiled  as 
he  had  toiled  once  before,  but  this 
time  his  work  was  harder.  Daily  he 
dispersed  angry  mobs.  The  anar- 
chists hated  him — but  once  more  the 
people  learned  to  love  him.  He  could 
do  little  to  relieve  them  now,  for  he 
was  almost  as  poor  as  they,  but  his 
work  and  his  interest  endeared  him 
to  all. 

The  panic  went  on.  A  veritable 
reign  of  terror  seemed  to  have  set  in. 
Famine  was  coming  on.  Everybody 
was  out  of  work.  The  crowds  were 
quieted  with  more  and  more  difficul- 
ty, and  sometimes  not  at  all.  Clin- 
ton was  desperate. 

The    night    the    Piedmont    Mills 
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shut  down,  a  huge  mob  gathered  in 
the  square,  firebrands  and  weapons 
in  their  hands.  Eioters  and  anar- 
chists addressed  them  until  their 
blood  was  on  fire.  Eyes  burned  in 
the  emaciated  bodies.  With  shouts 
they  started  toward  the  mills.  Clin- 
ton leaped  out  in  front  of  them.  To 
appeal  to  their  reason  was  useless. 
He  appealed  to  their  thoughts  of 
home,  the  hungry  wives  and  chidren, 
whom  they  were  menacing  by  throw- 
ing themselves  on  armed  guards  and 
police.  For  a  moment  the  frenzied 
mass  hesitated  in  spite  of  the  urgings 
of  their  leaders  behind.  The  wildly- 
gesticulatively,  pleading  man  ahead 
had  stopped  them  for  a  moment. 
Then  a  shot  rang  out,  and  the  mob, 
with  a  muffled  roar,  swept  on. 

The  city  had  killed  him  whom  it 
loved. 

A  man  lay  dying  in  a  free  ward 
of  the  city  hospital.  He  slowly  came 
to  consciousness.  "Did  I  stop  them  ?" 
he  asked.  The  intern  shook  his  head. 
"Ah"  whispered  the  other,  "the  peo- 
ple,— the  poor  people.  And  I  didn't 
— live — to — to — "  The  voice  trailed 
off;  but  bitter  disappointment  was  in 
his  eyes. 

On  a  plain  stone  in  one  of  the 
cemeteries  of  a  large  city  is  the  in- 
scription— 

EOBEET  CLINTON 

1879—1907 

HE  DIED  FOE  AN  IDEAL 


THE  RISE  OF  A  CAPTAIN 

Marlin  had  entered  the  Academy 
from  some  western  high  school  dur- 
ing his  lower  middle  year,  but  his 
entrance  had  caused  little  excite- 
ment, Very  little  attention  was 
paid  to  any  of  the  new  fellows  unless 
they  looked  like  good  football  mate- 
rial or  had  a  big  "rep"  in  some  other 
sport,  Marlin  had  none  of  these 
advantages  which  help  a  new  fellow 
along  so  much,  when  he  enters  a 
strange  school.    He  was  a  tall,  rather 


slender  fellow,  with  brown  hair  and 
pleasant  blue  eyes.  He  did  not  have 
the  build  of  an  athlete ;  consequently 
no  one  came  up  to  him  with  a  hearty 
slap  on  the  back  and  a  pleasant 
"Hello  new  'un,  My  name's  Smith. 
What's  yours?"  He  inquired  his 
way  to  the  principal's  office  and  was 
assigned  his  room,  unpacked  his  be- 
longings, which  were  inspected  by 
the  few  fellows  to  whom  he  had 
been  introduced  and  who,  not  finding 
them  especially  attractive,  soon 
drifted  off  to  greet  returning 
friends. 

His  reception  by  the  fellows  on  the 
first  clay  was  characteristic  of  their 
attitude  toward  him  from  then  on. 
Very  seldom  was  it  that  the  boys 
bothered  themselves  about  him,  un- 
less it  was  to  borrow  something,  or 
get  help  on  their  lessons.  He  was 
never  invited  to  take  part  in  any  of 
the  little  parties  or  feeds  which  the 
fellows  held  from  time  to  time ;  and, 
while  he  said  nothing,  these  little 
slights  hurt  him  deeply  and  made 
him  keep  more  and  more  to  himself. 
As  far  as  marks  went,  his  first  year 
in  school  was  a  success ;  but  marks 
are  not  the  only  things  that  count. 

He  spent  the  summer  vacation  in 
his  western  home  and  there,  at  the 
advice  of  a  college  track  man  who 
was  practicing  during  the  summer, 
he  took  up  running.  He  kept  at  it 
all  summer,  and,  although  he  was 
unaware  of  the  fact,  he  improved 
wonderfully.  So  thoroughly  had  his 
idea  of  his  own  unimportance  sunk 
in,  that  when  he  beat  his  college 
friend  in  a  half  mile  run  the  day 
before  he  started  East,  he  thought 
nothing  of  it. 

Marlin's  friend  had  found  out  a 
lot  about  the  boy's  school  life  and 
had  suspected  a  lot  more.  He  said 
nothing,  however,  for  he  thought 
that  when  he,  the  fastest  runner  in 
his  college  had  been  beaten  bv  a 
mere  schoolbov,  most  certainly  that 
schoolboy  could  not  long  remain  in 
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obscurity,  and  his  success  would  be 
all  the  more  pleasant  because  of  its 
surprise. 

When  Marlin  returned  to  school 
he  discontinued  his  running  for  a 
while  but  soon  took  it  up  again  for 
exercise.  The  fellows  soon  got  used 
to  seeing  him  appear  in  running 
clothes  and  start  off  across  country, 
to  return  a  couple  of  hours  later. 
Few  said  anything  about  him,  and 
those  who  did  laughed ;  for  the  school 
made  Track  one  of  its  major  sports. 
Few  schools  there  were  indeed  that 
turned  out  a  better  track  team. 
The  idea  of  going  out  for  the  team 
never  occurred  to  Marlin,  and,  al- 
though he  often  came  across  the 
squad,  he  took  pains  to  avoid  them. 

His  college  friend  often  wondered 
why  he  said  nothing  in  his  letters 
of  the  track  work,  but  it  was  not  un- 
til he  chanced  to  see  a  write-up  of 
the  team  in  a  Boston  paper  that  the 
true  state  of  affairs  dawned  on  him. 
He  immediately  wrote  a  letter  to  the 
Academy  coach,  telling  him  of  the 
school's  treatment  of  Marlin,  and  of 
the  fellow's  true  worth  and  ability 
and  finally, — of  that  last  day's  run. 
The  coach  was  surprised  when  he 
read  the  letter  for  he  had  noticed 
Marlin  when  out  with  his  team  of 
stars,  and  had  smiled  at  the  con- 
trast between  him  and  that  team  of 
stars — a  contrast  which  did  Marlin's 
ability  scant  justice. 

The  coach  himself  was  a  runner, 
so  that  afternoon  he  asked  Marlin 
to  run  with  him.  Marlin  was  terri- 
bly embarrassed  at  first;  but  when 
they  reached  the  open  country  and 
running  stopped  conversation,  he  be- 
came more  at  ease.  On  the  return, 
the  coach,  intending  to  find  out  what 
Marlin  had  in  him,  set  a  faster 
pace.  The  lad  accepted  the  increase 
in  speed  and  to  the  coache's  surprise 
held  it.  Marlin  from  force  of  habit 
was  speeding  up  his  finish,  so  en- 
grossed was  he  in  his  running  that 
he  failed"  to  notice  how  little  by  lit- 


tle his  comrade  was  falling  behind. 
The  coach  was  doing  his  best,  but  the 
pace  was  too  hot.  He  could  not  keep 
it  up;  and  when  they  came  in  sight 
of  the  campus,  he  was  a  good  hun- 
dred yards  behind.  It  was  a  queer 
sight  that  met  the  track  squad's  eyes 
as  they  returned  from  practice. 
There,  a  short  distance  from  the 
gym,  was  the  "duffer"  Marlin  com- 
ing like  a  streak  and  behind  him, 
still  losing,  was  their  fast  coach. 

"What  has  happened?  Where  has 
he  been?"  A  dozen  tongues  framed 
the  questions  but  his  only  response 
was  an  order  to  take  a  shower  and 
report  in  his  room  in  fifteen  minutes. 
When  their  shower  was  over,  they 
straggled  in  by  twos  and  threes  un- 
til the  room  was  full.  Then  the 
coach  told  the  story  of  the  after- 
noon's run ;  he  read  the  college  man's 
letter;  and  finished  by  saying,  "He 
beat  me  fairly  and  squarely  just  as 
he  beat  the  fastest  man  in  the  West, 
and  as  he  is  going  to  beat  every  one 
of  you.  If  I  can  get  him  out  for 
the  team,  just  give  him  a  square 
deal.     That's  all,  fellows." 

The  man  in  the  Avest  smiled  as  he 
read  the  newspaper  accounts  of  this 
record  smashing  youngster;  he 
grinned  as  he  read  the  letter  from 
the  coach  telling  of  his  race  and  of 
the  fellow's  reception  of  Marlin ;  and 
when  he  got  a  letter  from  the  boy, 
telling  of  the  prizes  he  had  won,  of 
his  schoolboy  friends,  of  their  inter- 
ests and  escapades,  he  laughed,  and 
thought  to  himself,  "I  told  you  so." 

When  the  track  season  was  over 
and  the  victorious  team  was  given  a 
banquet,  the  cheer  that  greeted  Mar- 
lin's name  was  as  loud  as  that  which 
was  given  the  captain.  After  the 
banquet,  the  team  remained  to  choose 
their  next  captain.  The  graduating 
captain  arose  and  spoke.  He  told 
them  of  a  certain  fellow's  entrance 
at  the  school  the  year  before,  of  the 
school's  reception  of  him,  and  of  the 
{Continued  on  page  24) 
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Because  of  the  small  number  of 
stories  which  have  been  handed  in, 
the  Archon  decided  to  rnn  a  story 
contest  this  month  and  see  if  this 
would  not  start  up  some  interest  in 
the  literary  part  of  the  magazine. 
The  winner  of  this  contest  will  re- 
ceive an  appropriate  book.  The 
judges  of  the  stories  have  been  Mrs. 
Degen,  Dr.  Ingham  and  Mr.  Tobin. 
The  prize  story  may  be  found  on 
other  pages  of  this  issue.  Although 
the  stories  handed  in  this  month, 
were  a  decided  improvement,  both  in 
quality  and  quantity,  we  must  not 
stop  here.  Next  month  let  them 
be  even  better  and  more  numerous. 

%  %  %  5J! 

On  another  page  of  this  copy  you 
will  find  printed  the  letter  which 
was  received  a  short  time  ago  from 
Mariano  Viamonte  y  Fernandez, 
who  was  a  former  student  at  Dum- 
mer. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  his  offer 
to  send  us  some  articles  on  Mexico 
is  most  heartily  appreciated.  We  are 
expecting  his  first  contribution  any 
day  now,  but  because  of  the  Mexican 
situation,  we  may  have  to  wait  some 
little  time. 

We  only  hope  that  this  may  en- 
courage other  former  students  along 
this  line. 

♦  ♦  ♦  sjs 

After    careful    consideration    the 
judges  in  this  month's  literary  con- 
test have  awarded  the  prize  to  Perci- 
( Continued  on  page  22) 


BASKET  BALL. 


Dummer  2,  Gloucester,  0. 

Dummer  was  awarded  the  decision 
by    forfeit,    over    Gloucester    High 
School.     The  first  period  ended  with 
Gloucester  leading,  14-8.     At  the  he- 
ginning  of  the   second  period   Mit- 
chell of  Gloucester   was  badly  hurt 
and  had  to  be  carried  from  the  floor. 
Hopkins,  one  of  the  visitor's  backs, 
kept    repeatedly    holding    Poto, — in 
fact   this    seemed    to   be   his    game. 
His   sole   object   was   to   keep    Poto 
from  scoring  and  he  did  this  splen- 
didly, but  not  without  foul  means.  He 
was  warned  by  the  referee  to  stop 
holding   and   had  had  several   fouls 
called  on  him,  but  he  would  not  heed 
the  referee's  warning,  and,  as  a  re- 
result,   was   told  to  leave  the  floor. 
As  Gloucester  did  not  have  another 
man  to  put  in  his  place  it  was  im- 
possible to  continue  with  only  four 
men,    but   the   referee   said   that   he 
would   permit    Hopkins    to    play    if 
for   every   foul   he   made   thereafter 
he  would  allow  two  called  on  him. 
The  other  Gloucester  boys  were  will- 
ing to  continue,  but  Hopkins  refused 
to  go  on  the  floor,   whereupon,   the 
referee  awarded  the  game  to  Dum- 
mer.    The  Gloucester  boys  were  en- 
tertained at  supper  by  the  Dummer 
students  and  were  treated  with  great 
respect,  but  it  seemed  that  they  did 
not  appreciate  it  very  much.     Youiiq' 
and  Yesair  starred  for  Dummer,  and 
Andrews  and  Crowell  played  best  for 
the  visitors. 

The  summary : 
Dummer  Gloucester. 

Poto,  r.  f 1.  b.,  Hopkins 

Yesair,  1.  f. r.  b.,  Murphy 

Holden,  c c,  Mitchell 

Rowe,  c c,  Parkhurst 

Young,  r.  1) ,  .1.  f.,  Andrews 

De  Rosav,  Lb r.  f.,  Crowell 


Score :  Dummer  2,  Gloucester  0. 
Goals  from  floor;  Young  4,  Yesair, 
Rowe,  Poto,  Crowell  2 ;  Andrews  3 ; 
Mitchell,  Murphy.  Goals  from  fouls ; 
Andrews  5,  Poto  4.    Referee  Jenkins. 

Time  15  and  20  minute  periods. 

i 

! 

Dummer  31,  Haverhill  20. 

For  the  first  time  in  several  years 
Dummer  defeated  Haverhill  High 
School.  It  was  a  hard  fought  game, 
and  the  Dummer  boys  played  so 
well  that  every  one  on  the  team  de- 
serves much  credit.  For  many  years 
we  have  not  been  given  a  chance  to 
get  Haverhill  on  our  floor,  and 
having  been  given  the  chance,  we 
very  neatly  turned  the  tables  on 
them.  It  will  not  do  to  give  more 
credit  to  any  one  individual  on  the 
team,  as  they  all  worked  together 
like  a  clock,  and  all  had  for  their 
aim  one  purpose;  namely  to  crush 
Haverhill  High  School.  We  may, 
however,  on  second  thought,  give  a 
little  more  credit  to  "Bill"  Senior. 
This  was  "Bill's"  first  game  and  he 
was  pitted  against  Hodgon,  Haver- 
hill's best  player.  "Bill"  succeeded 
in  holding  his  man  so  that  he  was 
not  able  to  get  a  single  basket  while 
he  himself  "caged"  the  ball  twice. 
Poto  was  the  largest  point  scorer  for 
Dummer,  getting  5  baskets,  while 
Moore  excelled  for  Haverhill  with  5 
baskets  to  his  credit.  As  Haverhill 
has  visions  of  a  state  championship. 
she  surely  must  change  her  mind. 

The  su miliary: 
Dummer  Haverhill 

Poto,  r.  f 1.  b.,  Green 

Young,  LP r.  b.,  Sawyer 

Rowe,  c c.  Moore 

Senior,  r.  1) 1.  f.  Hodgon 

Yesair,  Lb r.  f.,  Rice 

Score:  Dummer  31,  Haverhill  20. 
Goals  from  floor,  Poto  5,  Rowe  3. 
Yesair  2,  Senior  2,  Young  2,  Moore 
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5,  Green  4,  Eice.  Goals  from  fouls, 
Poto  3,  Green.  Time  15  and  20 
minute  periods.  Eeferee  Sullivan. 
Salem  High  School.  Umpire  Jen- 
kins, Dartmouth. 

M.  I.  T.  51,  Dummer  23. 

For  the  first  time  in  two  years 
Dummer  was  beaten  on  its  own  floor. 
It  took  the  Massachusetts  Institute 
of  Technology  Freshmen  five  to  do 
the  trick,  and  they  did  it  rather 
neatly.  Dummer  was  not  fully  re- 
covered from  the  effects  of  the  Hav- 
erhill game,  which  took  place  only 
two  days  before.  We  are  not  trying 
to  make  any  excuses ;  we  were  beaten 
by  a  team  which  was  better  devel- 
oped. We  did  our  best :  we  could  do 
no  more. 

The  M.  I.  T.  boys  were  all  good 
players  and  played  a  sort  of  college 
style  which  was  too  much  for  Dum- 
mer. It  took  all  that  Dummer  had 
to  hold  them  down  to  that  score,  but 
we  can  say  that  the  game  was  one 
of  the  cleanest  ever  witnessed  here. 
Every  now  and  then  Dummer  showed 
signs  of  coining  back,  but  Tech  soon 
came  back  stronger.  Eausch  played 
a  very  clever  game,  shooting  basket 
after  basket  with  Capt.  Yesair  al- 
ways hanging  on  his  back.  Eichard- 
son  and  Gokey  showed  that  they  were 
familiar  with  the  art  of  shooting 
baskets,  getting  six  each.  For  Dum- 
mer, Poto  and  Young  were  the  point- 
scorers,  each  getting  four  baskets. 

The  summary : 
M.  I.  T.  Dummer 

Getchell,  1.  f r.  f.,  Poto 

O'Brien,  r.  f 1.  f .,  Young 

Gokey,  c c,  Holden,  Eowe 

Eichardson,  Lb r.  b.,  Senior 

Eausch,  r.  b., 1.  b.,  Yesair 

Score:  M.  I.  T.  '17,  51,  Dummer 
23.  Baskets  from  floor;  Eausch  9, 
Eichardson  6,  Gokey  6,  Getchell  3, 
O'Brien,  Poto  4,  Young  4,  Eowe  2. 


Holden.  Goals  from  fouls;  Eichard- 
son, Yesair.  Time  15  and  20  minute 
periods. 

Portsmouth  30,  Dummer  16. 

Dummer  suffered  the  second  de- 
feat in  two  years  on  her  home  floor 
when  the  Winehassa  Big  Five,  a 
team  composed  chiefly  of  Portsmouth 
High  School  boys,  very  handily  car- 
ried away  the  honors  by  a  30-16 
score.  The  Portsmouth  backs  played 
a  very  good  game  and  never  once 
were  the  Dummer  backs  able  to  get 
away  from  them.  All  the  Ports- 
mouth boys  played  well,  and  we 
cannot  say  too  much  for  them.  For 
Dummer,  Eowe  played  well,  in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  he  had  a  swollen  toe. 
Poto  was  able  to  play  only  part  of 
the  game,  because  of  a  sore  throat. 
Young  was  hurt  so  that  he  was  un- 
able to  resume  play.  At  present  the 
team  is  in  a  very  bad  condition,  as 
practicallv  everv  single  plaver  is 
"laid  up". 

The  summary : 
Dummer  Portsmouth 

Poto,  DeEosay,  r.  f.  .  1.  b.  Mugridge 
Young,  Holden,  1.  f .    .  .    r.  b.,  Mureh 

Eowe,  c c,   Sanderson 

Senior,  r.  b .   1.  f.  Badger 

Yesair,  1.  1) r.  f.,  Brackett 

Score :  Portsmouth  30,  Dummer 
16.  Goals  from  floor:  Brackett  3. 
Badger  2,  Sanderson  4,  Mugridge. 
Murch  5.  Young  3,  Eowe  3,  Yesair. 
EeEosay.  Time :  Two  fifteen  min- 
ute  periods. 

A.  L.  P.  '14. 


TEACK. 
Last  year  was  the  first  time  Dum- 
mer has  been  represented  in  track 
for  some  time.  This  year,  as  soon 
as  we  got  back  from  Christmas  va- 
cation, Trainer  Goodwin  called  for 
candidates  for  the  track  team.  At 
once  a  good  number  of  fellows  made 
(Continued  on  page  20  ) 


^ 


7  0  n q 


On  February  6,  the  second  enter- 
tainment for  the  Athletic  Associa- 
tion was  held.  The  Double  Quar- 
tette from  Boston  University  Glee 
Club,  accompanied  by  Mr.  J.  Paul 
Foster,  reader,  gave  us  a  short,  but 
exceedingly  good,  program.  The 
night  was  terribly  stormy  and  the 
large  attendance  was  certainly  good 
to  see.  As  these  entertainments  go 
on,  the  interest  becomes  keener 
than  ever.  The  third  entertainment 
of  the  course  comes  on  Februarv 
27,  when  Professor  Harrison  W. 
Smith  of  Massachusetts  Institute  of 
Technology  comes  to  lecture  on 
"The  Head  Hunting  Tribes  of  Bor- 
neo." Professor  Smith  brings  with 
him  one  hundred  colored  slides, 
which  he  took  while  he  was  living 
aniong  these  tribes. 


The  recent  cold  weather  has  made 
getting  up  in  the  morning  a  task  fit 
for  the  immortal  gods,  in  the  minds 
of  many  of  the  fellows.  With  the 
thermometer  down  to  sixteen  de- 
grees below  zero  and  the  steam  at 
6.45  A.  M.  somewhere  on  the  way, 
all  records  for  dressing  were  broken. 

On  Saturday,  February  14  (Val- 
entine Day),  Dummer  was  envel- 
oped in  one  of  the  worst  storms  of 
the  year.  All  the  cars  were  blocked, 
there  being  two  snow  plows  and  one 


car  stuck  here  at  Dummer.  The  men 
who  were  running  the  plows  had 
luncheon  and  dinner  with  us  Satur- 
day, and  breakfast  Sunday  morning. 
It  was,  however,  two  o'clock  Sunday 
afternoon  before  the  lines  to  Haver- 
hill and  Ipswich  were  opened,  while 
the  line  to  rTewburyport  remained 
closed  until  late  the  following  Mon- 
day. We  are  glad  that  this  storm 
did  not  come  a  week  later,  as  the 
Washington's  Birthday  dance,  which 
came  on  the  evening  of  the  twenty- 
first,  would  have  suffered  immense- 
ly. This  dance  was  run  by  Messrs. 
Eamsden  and  "Nat"  Goodwin.  It 
was  a  gala  affair,  and  the  committee 
realized  their  hopes  that  it  would 
rival  any  dance  ever  held  at  Dum- 
mer. 

The  Senior  class  of  1914  has  re- 
cently been  organized.  The  class, 
elected  Pant  G.  DeRosay  as  presi- 
dent and  Marston  ("Cy")  Young 
secretary  and  treasurer.  The  class 
voted  to  have  class  pins,  which  un- 
der no  circumstance  could  be  given 
away,  and  to  have  as  class  colors, 
purple  and  gold. 

It  is  hoped  that  the  other  classes 
will  follow  the  example  of  the  class 
of  1914  and  get  together.  We  need 
more  class  spirit,  Some  of  thv  hap- 
piest days  of  our  lives  are  being 
spent  here  and  we  surely  need  some- 
thing to  look  back  upon. 


18 


THE  ARCHON 


On  the  evening  of  February  17th, 
Mr.  Eamsden,  accompanied  by  Tap- 
ley,  Young,  Dowling,  DeEosay,  Hav- 
lin  and  Bushnell,  took  the  trolleys 
to  Georgetown.'  From  here  they 
snow-shoed  np  to  Bald  Pate  Inn. 
After  eating  a  turkey  supper  the 
fellows  danced  and  enjoyed  them- 
selves to  their  utmost.  Sliding  was 
also  a  big  feature,  and  the  boys  re- 
turned, late  but  happy. 

Since  the  last  issue  of  the  "Ar- 
chon"  two  new  house  students  have 
joined  us.  They  are  Morris  Gr.  Ham- 
mond and  Eichard  B.  Spaulding, 
both  of  Eutland,  Vermont.  In  be- 
half of  the  school  we  extend  a  hearty 
welcome  to  them. 

During  the  recent  trials  for  the 
prize  speaking  contest  among  those 
who  showed  up  well  were  De  Eosay, 
Coulter,  Mann  and  Poto. 

On  the  evening  of  February  nine- 
teenth a  pleasing  entertainment  was 
given  in  the  gymnasium,  for  the 
benefit  of  the  Women's  Benevolent 
Society  of  Byfield  Parish.  Miss 
Euth  Helen  Brierly  gave  the  follow- 
ing readings : — 
Poem :  "The  Pied  Piper  of  Ham- 

elin,    Browning 

Story:  Marie, Laura  Richards 

Story :  Disciplinina  Macgreegor, 

J.  J.  Bell 
Story:  The  Dancing  Party,  Dickens 
Play:  A  Court  Comedy, 

Marjorie  Cook 

Miss  Brierly  is  a  charming  read- 
er, and  was  much  appreciated. 

(From  an  old  Dummer  boy.) 
San  Angel  Inn,  San  Angel,  D.  F. 
January  10th,  1914. 

Mr.  Paul  G.  DeEosay,' 

Editor-in-Chief  "The  Archon." 

Dummer   Academy, 

South   Byfield,   Mass. 
Dear  Sir: — 
A  few  days  ago,  upon  my  return 

from  Sonora,  I  was  favored  with  the 


first  number  of  "The  Archon,"  pub- 
lished in  the  interests  of  the  stu- 
dents of  that,  to  me,  dear  Academy. 
I  was  surprised  to  hear  after  a  long 
silence  of  six  years,  some  news  re- 
garding the  places  where  I  spent  the 
best  years  of  my  life,  and  of  which 
I  have  only  pleasant  recollections. 
Of  course,  as  time  has  passed,  every- 
thing has  changed,  and  going 
through  the  list  of  new  students  I 
was  unable  to  find  a  name  familiar 
to  me ;  as  to  the  few  teachers  men- 
tioned in  your  paper,  none  is  known. 
It  will  be  of  some  interest  to  yon, 
Mr.  DeEosay,  to  know  that  when  I 
was  a  Dummer  student  in  1906-7 
there  were  eight  Mexican  boys, 
while  now  I  note  there  is  only  one ; 
this  will  prove  the  bad  situation  of 
my  poor  country,  which  is  enduring 
a  fierce  civil  war. 

I  find  "The  Archon"  a  very  nice, 
well  published  little  paper,  and  if 
possible  I  would  like  to  co-operate 
with  you,  sending  some  articles  re- 
garding Mexico,  so  that  the  students 
of  Dummer  could  have  a  real  idea 
of  what  Mexico  is,  not  only  in 
its  financial  and  economical  stand- 
point, but  in  its  great  resources.  For 
your  Ancient  History  Class  I  can 
send  you  some  articles  in  regard  to 
the  Yaqui,  Maya,  Aztec,  Toltec  and 
several  other  races  of  Indians  who 
form  a  great  part  of  ancient  Amer- 
ica, As  the  views  of  Dummer  are 
not  commercial  this,  I  believe,  would 
interest  you  more  than  the  commer- 
cial view  of  my  rich  country,  that  at 
present  has  become  by  a  few  trait- 
ors, a  miserable  place.  Nevertheless, 
Mr.  De  Eosay,  you  can  give  me  your 
ideas  of  what  you  think  is  best,  and 
on  what  I  can  help  yon,  and  I  am 
willing  to  do  it,  so  as  to  tighten  the 
relations  between  United  States  and 
Mexico  in  the  educational  way,  as  it 
is  very  common  that  in  your  coun- 
try they  think  we  are  not  civilized 
and  yet  wear  feathers !  I  will  send 
some  postcards  so  as  to  illustrate  the 
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places  if  yon  deem  it  necessary,  and 
I  hope  that  my  efforts  will  benefit 
your  schoolmates,  as  the  education 
that  was  imparted  to  me  in  the 
States  benefited  me,  making  me  a 
man. 

Awaiting  your  commands,   I  am, 
yours  very  truly, 

M.  Viamonte  y  Fernandez. 

P.  S.  I  am  issuing  orders  to  a  New 
York  house  to  send  you  the  price 
of  my  subscription,  please  advise 
me  when  received.  Thanks. 
Do  not  forget  to  send  me  the  pa- 
pers number  2  and  3,  if  published. 

Viamonte. 


OUR  COLUMN  ON  LOVE 
AND  SENTIMENT 

Conducted  by  Miss  Beaumont. 
Dear  Miss  Beaumont : — 

I  am  a  young  man  deeply  in  love 
with  a  girl  two  years  younger  than 
I  am.  I  have  recently  cut  another 
fellow  out,  but  the  girl  won't  tell 
me  definitely  whether  she  had  rather 
have  me  or  the  other  man  calling 
op  her.  Will  you  please  give  me 
some  advice  on  this  subject. 

A.  C.  H. 

My  Dear  A.  C.  H.  :— 

I  advise  you  to  buy  her  a  five 
oound  box  of  Page  and  Shaw's  can- 
iy  and  present  it  to  her.  When  you 
two  have  eaten  half  the  candy,  ask 
Her  the  question  you  are  desirous 
of  knowing,  and  undoubtedly  she 
vill  tell  you.  Don't  be  at  all  bash- 
ful! 

Miss  Beaumont. 

My  dear  Miss  Beaumont : — 

I  am  in  love  with  a  very  nice  girl 
and  from  all  appearances  she  cares 
a  lot  for  me.  I  have  been  going 
with  her  for  some  time  and  we  have 
always  enjoyed  each  others  company. 
What  I  want  to  know  is,  if  this  ac- 
quaintance keeps  up  do  you  think  it 
best  for  me  to  marry  her? 

P.  B.  M. 


My  dear  P.  B.  M.  :— 

Do  not  think  ahead  too  much ;  just 
enjoy  yourself  now  and  let  time  look 
after  the  marriage  question. 

Miss  Beaumont. 

Dear  Miss  Beaumont: — 

I  have  written  several  letters  to  a 
certain  girl  and  have  not  received 
an  answer  to  any  of  them.  What 
do  you  make  of  this. 

P.  E.  M. 

My  dear  P.  E.  M.  :— 

If  you  are  fond  of  writing  you 
might  send  a  letter  to  her  at  least 
once  a  day.  She  is  probably  very 
glad  to  hear  from  you  by  the  number 
of  answers  you  say  you  get  in  return 
for  she  probably  thinks  you  will 
write  until  you  get  an  answer.  Why 
don't  you  buy  her  some  good  book, 
that  you  know  will  interest  her,  such 
as  Robinson  Crusoe?  Just  keep  up 
the  good  work  and  maybe  you  will 
get  an  answer. 

Miss  Beaumont. 

Dear  Miss  Beaumont: — 

I  am  writing  to  you  hoping,  that 
the  advice  you  can  give  me  will  ease 
my  mind.  I  have  taken  a  girl  to 
several  dances  and  have  been  with 
her  for  fifteen  mintes  at  a  time  on 
some  afternoons  that  I  have  been 
able  to  leave  my  school  work.  Late- 
ly I  have  heard  that  another  fel- 
low has  been  seen  talking  to  her  a 
number  of  times,  and  I  have  also 
heard  that  he  has  written  a  letter  to 
her.     What  shall  I  do  ? 

S.  S. 

My  dear  S.  S.  :— 

Just  invite  her  to  all  the  dances 
you  can,  and  in  this  way  you  will  be- 
come her  preference.  Don't  cause 
any  more  worry  for  yourself  than 
you  can  comfortably  enjoy,  because 
serious  headaches  often  arise  from 
so  doing.  Never  mind  the  otber 
fellow:  look  out  for  yourself. 

Miss  Beaumont. 
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DUMMER  DIRECTORY 

Main  Entrance.  He  who  enters 
here  leaves  hope  (and  smokes) 
behind. 

Mansion  House.  Here  abides  "The 
Man  of  the  Hour/' 

Commons. 

Lounging  room — A  place  where 
Marr  makes   other  people  mis- 
erable, with  the  piano. 
Office — Beware  !     It's  a  danger- 
ous place. 

Dining  Eoom — A  place  to  sep- 
arate our  stomachs  from  our 
backbones. 

Dormitory — A  quiet  place  after 
10  P.  M.,  except  when  Deac 
Coleman  commences  his  nightly 
serenade  of  snores. 

Gymnasium.  A  place  to  deposit' 
your  superfluous  activity  and 
where  Marr  &  Havlin  will  fight 
their  duel,  to  determine  who 
shall  win  the  girl. 

Pierce  Cottage.  The  cradle  of  Dum- 
mer  Academy.  Note — Please 
walk  lightly  on  entering  this 
building,  as  it  is  very  likely  that 
Mr.  Eamsden  is  alseep. 

Parsons  Schoolhouse.  Only  a  mi- 
nor building  in  which  we  tell 
the  faculty  what  we  know.  It 
takes  five  hours  each  day  to  do 
this. 

Mason  Cottage.  A  new  building  re- 
cently built  and  occupied  by  our 
Eecorder  and  family. 

Farm  House. 

(Last  Pall) — A  was  to  be! 
(Now) — A  has  been! 

Chapel.      Temporary    school    house 
for  the  infants. 
Wipe  your  feet  before  entering. 

Engine   Boom.      A    building   where 
Goodwin    makes    light    of    the 
Academy. 
For  further  information  ask  Poto. 

He  can  explain  about  the  Academy, 

as  he  saw  it  in  the  day  of  Governor 

Dummer. 


ATHLETICS 

{Continued  from  page  16) 
an  appearance.  For  a  week  or  more 
the  fellows  practiced  starts  and  long 
out  door  runs.  Then  Coleman  was 
elected  captain  of  the  team  and  a 
relay  was  picked  composed  of 
Kramer,  Miller,  Coleman  and  J. 
Yesair.  When  winter  settled  down 
on  us  and  the  boys  were  not  able  to 
run  out  of  doors  they  were  forced 
to  confine  their  practice  to  our  small 
gymnasium. 

The  squad  has  since  been  in- 
creased in  size  and  the  high  jumpers 
and  weight  throwers  are  now  hard 
at  it.  Those  out  for  the  running 
events  are  Miller,  Kramer,  Chandler, 
Yesair,  Baker,  De  Eosay,  Tapley, 
Towne  and  Capt.  Coleman.  In  the 
weights  are  Pearson,  Yesair  and 
Fitzgerald,  while  in  the  jumping 
events  Howe,  Yesair,  Miller  and 
Coleman  are  coming  along  in  good 
style. 

A  relay  team  ran  in  the  B.  A.  A. 
meet  held  in  Mechanics  Hall,  Bos- 
ton, on  February  28th.  An  effort  is 
now  being  made  to  enter  a  meet 
with  Haverhill  High  and  Newbury- 
port  High,  which  is  to  be  held  some- 
time this  month. 

Our  gym  is  so  small  and  having 
no  raised  corners,  the  team  has  a 
hard  time  in  practicing  when  it  is 
prevented  from  going  out  of  doors 
by  snow  and  ice. 

As  soon  as  good  weather  comes  a 
meet  is  to  be  held  among  the  fellows 
here  at  Dummer  and  prizes  are  to  be 
awarded  the  man  who  gets  the  most 
points.  The  prizes  are  to  be  pre- 
sented bv  Mr.  Benjamin  Pearson,  of 
By-field'. 

The  team  is  greatly  in  need  of  an 
out  door  board  track.  Such  a  track 
could  be  easily  built  for  $150.  Al- 
though this  is  not  a  large  sum  our 
athletic  association  is  small.  So 
everybody  get  busy  and  root  for  the 
track  team. 


T"7B 


Now  that  the  executive  boards  of 
most  of  the  school  papers  have  got 
the  hang  of  their  work,  the  papers 
are  improving  wonderfully  in  near- 
ly every  respect.  The  stories  in  the 
literary  departments  are  becoming 
more  and  more  interesting;  the  ath- 
letic write-ups  are  taking  better 
form ;  and  the  jokes  are  getting  more 
plentiful  and  snappy.  There  is,  how- 
ever, a  great  deal  of  room  for  im- 
provement in  most  of  the  Exchange 
columns.  About  half  of  the  editors 
have  their  list  of  Exchanges  ar- 
ranged in  alphabetical  order.  It  may 
not  matter  much  to  the  majority  of 
readers  whether  they  are  mixed  up 
or  not,  but  it  does  to  the  ex-editors. 
There  is  also  the  deplorable  custom 
of  many  school  papers  of  fill- 
ing their  exchange  column  with  sec- 
ond hand  jokes.  A  good  joke  now 
and  then  may  well  be  copied,  but  a 
whole  column  of  them,  issue  after 
issue,  is  a  sign  of  weakness  on  the 
part  of  the  editors.  Surely  there  are 
enough  good  points  to  commend  and 
enough  weak  ones  to  point  out  in 
the  exchanges  a  paper  recei  ves   to   fill 


the  small  space  allotted  to  exchanges. 

It  would  be  a  great  convenience 
to  the  exchange  editors  as  well  as  to 
the  readers  in  general,  if  more  pa- 
pers would  have  their  addresses  on 
the  cover  or  in  some  place  where  it 
can  be  found  more  readily,  about  the 
only  place  some  of  them  can  be 
found  is  in  their  advertisements. 

Last  month  we  sent  out  to  various 
schoools  over  a  hundred  Archons 
and  in  return  have  received  about 
a.  quarter  of  that  number.  It  would 
be  an  addition  to  our  reading  table 
as  well  as  to  our  exchange  column  if 
more  papers  would  return  the  com- 
pliment. 

The  following  Exchanges  have 
been  received  this  month  and  may 
be  found  on  the  Commons  Room 
reading  table. 

The  Academic  Observer,  ITtica,  N. 
Y. ;  The  Advocate,  New  Brunswick, 
N.  D. ;  The  Blue  and  White,  Tama- 
qua,  Pa.;  The  Comet,  West  Pitts- 
ton,  P.  A. ;  The  Crescent,  Newberg, 
Ore. ;  The  College  Signal,  Amherst, 
Mass.;  The  Echo,  Oneonta,  N.  Y. ; 
The    Eltrurian,    Haverhill,    Mass.; 
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The  Blue  and  Grey,  Roland  Park, 
Mel. ;  The  Dinosaur,  Laramie,  Wyo- 
ming ;  The  Habit,-  Salina,  Kansas ; 
The  High  School  Herald,  Westfield, 
Mass. ;  The  High  School  Critic,  Bea- 
con, N.  Y. ;  The  High  School  Bulle- 
tin, Pittsburgh,  Pa. ;  The  Hilltop, 
Jersey  City,  N.  J. ;  The  Orange, 
White  Plains,  N.  Y.;  The  Mirror, 
Sharon,  Pa.;  The  Purple  Pen- 
nant, Courtland,  N.  Y. ;  The  Pick- 
ett, Shepherdstown,  W.  Pa. ;  The 
Phillipian,  Andover,  Mass. ;  The 
Radmorite,  Wayne,  Pa. ;  Res  Acad- 
emae,  Wilkes  Barre,  Pa, ;  The  Sen- 
ior, Westerly,  R.  I. ;  The  Taconic, 
Williamstown,  Mass. ;  The  School 
Bulletin,  Pittsburg,  Pa. ;  News,  East 
Orange,  Mass. 

Cloyne  Magazine.  You  have  an 
attractive  cover  design  and  excel- 
lent school  notes.  Some  original 
stories  by  your  students  would  add 
a  great  deal  to  your  paper. 

The  Radmorite.  Your  material  is 
very  good  but  poorly  arranged.  If 
you  would  adopt  a  table  of  contents 
and  a  methodical  arrangement,  it 
would  work  wonders  for  your  paper. 

The  Herald.  You  have  a  paper 
far  above  the  average.  Your  cover 
design  is  attractive,  and  your  fiction 
department  is  especially  good. 

Habit.  Your  idea  of  a  faculty 
number  is  original  as  well  as  inter- 
esting. 

The  Booster.  We  wish  we  had  a 
few  more  papers  as  excellent  as  yours 
to  boost  our  exchange  list. 

The  Eltrurian.  Your  paper  is  in 
every  way  a  credit  to  your  school.  It 
was  a  good  plan  to  have  the  picture 
of  the  football  team  loose  instead  of 
pasted  in. 


News,  East  Orange,  Mass.  Your 
editorial  staff  seems  to  be  right  on 
the  job.  Your  story  "The  Phan- 
tom Ghost"  is  very  clever,  but  is  it 
original?  Haven't  we  seen  the  plot 
of  it  somewhere  else  ?  Why  have  you 
no  column  of  athletic  notes? 

Gk  D.  C,  '14, 


EDITORIALS 

{Continued  from  page  14) 

val  E.  Man,  for  his  "Old  Say- 
brook."  This  story  seems  to  com- 
ply most  closely  with  the  standard 
of  the  modern  short  story,— both  in 
form  and  plot.  There  was  consid- 
erable difficulty  in  awarding  the 
prize,  as  -several  stories  were  very 
well  written ;  particularly, — "The 
Coward,"  by  De  Rosay;  "A  Man 
Among  Men,"  by  Coulter;  and  "The 
Rise  of  a   Captain,"  by  Chandler. 


We  know  the  whole  school  joins  us 
when  we  say  that  we  are  more  than 
glad  for  Doctor  Ingham's  speedy  re- 
covery from  the  severe  strain  which 
he  received  when  he  slipped,  while 
bowling,  on  the  evening  of  Feb.  12. 
The  loud  clapping  and  cheering 
which  greeted  him  on  the  first  day  on 
which  he  was  able  to  be  at  school  are 
more  than  ample  testimonials  to  this 
feeling. 


We  are  glad  to  have  Mr.  Farrell 
back  at  school  once  more  after  his 
two  week's  sickness.  It  was  thought 
for  a  time  that  he  had  bronchial 
pneumonia,  but  it  turned  out  to  be 
"Grippe." 

Mr.  Ramsden  was  also  laid  up  for 
a  time  with  a  cold,,  but  fortunately 
was  able  to  be  about  in  two  or  three 
days. 


Tapley — "Slip,  have  you   a  com-  goes  to  his  room,  locks  the  door,  shuts 

pass?"  the  windows,  pulls  clown  the  shades, 

Miller — "No.  What  do  you  think  and   then   prepares   for  bed.       The 

I  am,  a  sailor  ?"  next  we  know,  "He's  sick  !" 


Chandler — "Yon  goin'  to  try  out 

to  pitch,  Derderian?" 

Derderian — "I  guess  so." 
Senior— "Aw,  go  on,  you  couldn't 

pitch  hay!" 

Mr.      Tobin— "When      is     Saint 
Nicholas'  Day  ?" 
.     Lawyer — :"Saint  Patrick's  Day." 

Mr.  Buckley  meets  Mr.  Crowley 
who  is  smoking  some  fine  tobacco. 

"Hey,  Mr.  Crowley,  give  us  a 
match." 

Mr.  Crowley  hands  over  the 
match. 

Mr.  Buckley— "I  guess  I  left  all 
my  tobacco  at  home." 

Mr.  Crowley — "Well,  then  give 
me  back  my  match,  you  don't  need 
it." 

Flanders — "I  can  do  the  cake-walk 
now.  You  see,  it  was  this  way: 
"Spud"  dropped  his  cake  last  night 
and  when  I  went  out,  I  walked  on 
it." 

De  Rosay,  to  Mr.  Eamsden — "Po- 
to  did  write  the  Lord's  prayer  on  the 
back  of  a  postage  stamp." 

Mr,:  Ramsden — "Oh,  that's  noth- 
ing, I  saw  it  written  twice  on  the 
point  of  a  pen !" 

Tony — "Well,  they  had  to  have  a 
special  pen,  didn't  they  ?" 

We  are  all  sorry  that  Kramer 
has  his  streaks  of  love  whenever  any 
girl  visits  some  relative  in  this 
school.  Almost  invariably  he  will 
not  eat  his  meals,  but  instead,  he 


Mr.  Bentley,  visiting  the  rooms  in 
Pierce  Cottage  one  night,  dropped  in- 
to Flarider's  room,  and  got  his  eye 
on  an  induction  coil.  After  thor- 
oughly inspecting  it,  he  looked  up, 
saying,  "Really,  this  is  quite  a  shock- 
ing affair !" 

Two  cats,  belonging  at  the  Com- 
mons, yowled  for  some  time  under 
Flander's  window  one  night.  Fi- 
nally, unable  to  stand  it  any  longer 
he  got  up,  grabbed  the  alarm  clock 
from  the  bureau,  and  hurled  it  out 
of  the  window  at  them. 

Strange  to  say,  when  he  threw  it, 
the  clock  struck  one ! 

Mr.  Ramsden — "What  does  Cal- 
cium Carbonate  look  like?" 

Towne — "Calcium  Carbonate  looks 
like  little  pieces." 

Mr.  Tobin — "Howe,  what  is  wrong 
with  the  expression — 'The  hot  box 
was  nipped  in  the  bud'?" 

Howe —  ( thinking  hard )  — " Ah-h- 
h,  frozen !" 

Havlin  in  Chemistry  Class — "One 
gram  of  carborundum  weighs  thref1 
times  as  much  as  one  gram  of  water." 

"Come,  come,  ah — you  fellows ; 
let's  get  down  to  business,  now.  You 
wouldn't  think  of  acting  like  this  if 
vour  PROSPECTIVE  mothers  were 
here !" 

Mr.  Ramsden — "What's  a  concen- 
trated   solution,    Fitzgerald?" 

"Fitzy"— "A  solution  diluted 
with  water !" 
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ON  THE  BAY  STATE  LINE. 

(To  the  chorus  of  "On  the  Old  Fall 

River,  Line/7) 
On  the  "Old  South  Byfield  Line/' 
On  the  "Old  South  Byfield  Line," 
The    cars    are    bum,    the    pow'r    is 

worse, 
And  there's  graft  there  all  the  time. 
All  the  rails  are  awful  rotten, 
And  the  cars  are  always  off  'em. 
So  I'd  rather  crawl  that  ride  at  all. 
On  the  "Old  South  Byfield  Line."  ' 

R.'  S.  B.,  '15. 

The  telephone  rings  and  DeRosay 
answers : — "Hello." 

Voice  in  the  phone — "Hello,  Dr. 
Ingham  is  away  so  I  called  up  to 
find  out  if  everything  is  all  right!" 

Mr.  Ramsden — "Is  nitrogen  light- 
er or  heavier  than  air?" 

Havlin — "Lighter  than  air." 

Mr.  R.— "Right." 

A  murmur  goes  around  the  class, 
which  evidently  disapproves. 

Mr.  R. — "No,  you  are  wrong,  Hav- 
lin !" 

"Where  else  is  nitrogen  gas 
found  ?" 

Small  (hitting  his  head) — "In 
beans." 

Query — "What  is  the  difference 
between  Reading  and  Rochester?" 

A  year  or  so  ago  this  could  have 
been  solved  by  examining  Mr.  Jen- 
kins' mileage  book.     No  more  ! 

At  the  minstrel  show,  Small  will 
sing  his  new<  masterpiece,  a  solo,  en- 
titled :  "It's  Only  a  Nickel  to  New- 
buryport,  but  Doc'  Says  I  Can't 
Come  In !" 

In  the  Chemistry  class — "Who 
first  discovered  oxygen?" 

Coleman — "Oxygen  was  first  pre- 
pared by  Joseph  Priestley  on  August 
first,  1774." 

Millar— "Yah !  Two  o'clock." 

What  did  De  Rosay  do  when  Noah 
died? 


Why,  he  just  ran  the  Arch-on 
without  him. 

Mr.  Tobin— "Maccabe,  don't 
waste  you  time !" 

Maccabe — "I'm  not  wasting  my 
time,  sir." 

Mr.  Tobin — "When  you're  watch- 
ing me  you  are." 

Mr.  Tobin— "What  does  A.  D. 
mean  ?" 

Coleman — "Before  Christ." 
Voice — "After  dark." 

Poto — (picking  up  a  geranium 
from  window-sill) — "I  guess  I'll 
take  this  up  to  our  room,  Spud." 

Spud — "Oh,  don't.  There's  enough 
green  stuff  up  there  already." 

"There  was  a  bloomin'  sparrow, 

Flew  up  a  bloomin'  spout, 

The    bloomin'    rain    came    pourin' 

down 
And  washed  the  beggar  out. 

And  then  the  bloomin'  sun  came  out, 
And  dried  the  bloomin'  rain, 
And  then  that  bloody,  bloomin'  spar- 
row 
Flew  up  the  spout  again." 

G.  B.  G. 

Mrs.  Ingham  to  Small — "I  saw 
your  girl  in  town  today  and  she 
looked  very  beautiful." 

Says  "Itch"— "Thanks  for  the 
compliment !" 

Dr.  Ingham — "Decline  domum, 
Maccabe." 

"Mac" — "Domum,  clomas — no  I 
mean  domo 

Dr.  Ingham — "I  guess  that's 
right."    

THE  RISE  OF  A  CAPTAIN 

(  Continued  from  page  13) 

fellow  himself,  his  record,  and  the 
good  he  had  done  the  school.  He 
ended  by  saying.  "Now  fellows,  if 
you  feel  at  all  the  way  I  do,  .you'll 
get  on  your  feet  without  stopping  to 
vote  and  yell  for  your  next  year's 
captain." 

And  they  did. 
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Electrical  Shoe  Repairing  Co. 

14  Center  Street,  Ipswich 


Have  your  shoe  repairing  done 

in  an  up-to-date  shop  at 

reasonable  rates 

While  You  Waut 


V 


AMOS.  E.  S.  SGOTTON 

WATCHMAKER 

JEWELER 

CONFECTIONER 

IPSWICH 

8  CENTER  STREET 


Get  it  2wt 

CONLEY'S 

No  matter  what. 

If  you  get  it  there 
*  IT'S  RIGHT  ^ 

THE  REXALL  STORE 

6  Doors  South  of  Post  Office 
IPSWICH,  MASS. 

EBEN   BRADBURY 

Registered  Pharmacist 

Cor.  State  and  Pleasant  Streets 
Newburyport 


Compliments  qf 

Townsend  Furniture  Co. 

PLEASANT  STREET,  NEWBURYPORT 


Conducted  in  an  Up-To-Date  Manner 

Largest  Stock  of  Goods  in  Ipswich, 

Pure   Drugs   and   Chemicals 

Toilet  Articles,   Manicure 

Equipments,     Surgical 

Supplies,   Stationery, 

Candies, 

In  fa£t    everything  a   good   drug 
store  should  sell. 

Bailey's  Drug  Store 

2  STORES 

IPSWICH  ROWLEY 

Tel.  Con. 

R.  ED.  THURLOW 
Shoes 

11  STATE  STREET 

C.  C.  TOPPAN 

7    STATE    STREET 

Caps,  Furnishings,  Etc. 

—  TRY  VS  — 

STAR  GROCERY 

71  STATE  STREET 

NEWBURYPORT 


Atkinson  Coal  Co. 

NEWBURYPORT 


When  in  need  of  the  besb,  these  pages  will  tell  you  where  to  get  it. 
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If  You  Have  The  Girl 

We  have  the 
Ring 

TEe  Brown  Jewelry  (g. 

3  Pleasant  Street 

NEWBURYPORT 

JEWETT  BROS. 

Grocers 


ROWLEY, 


MASS. 


Russell's  Lunch 


ALWAYS  OPEN 


11  DEPOT  SQUARE,      IPSWICH 
5  STATE  ST.,      NEWBURYPORT 


Measurer  Company 

CONFECTIONERS 

Newsdealers  and  Stationers 

?.  0.  Building,    :-:    :-:    Ipswich,  Mass. 


F.  A.  PERKINS 


Uictrolas  and  Records 


43  Pleasant  Street 

NEWBURYPORT 
Compliments  of 

Merchants  National  Bank 

NEWBURYPORT 

Get  Your  Spring  Suit 

.  .  from  ■  . 

WARE,  The  Tailor 

8  Slate  Street 
Also  Cleaning  and  Pressing 

Castelhun  Pharmacy 

CHAS.  W.  PERRY,  JR.,  Prop. 

Cor.  State  Street  and  Market  Square 

NEWBURYPORT,  MASS. 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

Bemis  Rubber  Company 

Bemis,  (Watertown,)  Mass. 


Graham  Market 

26  Market  Square 

Newburyport 
EVERYTHING  FIRST-CLASS 


PEARSON'S  BOOKSTORE 

Stationery  a  Specialty 
35  STATE  STREET,    -     NEWBURYPORT 


Show  the  advertisers  that  it  pays  to  advertise. 
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Glen  Mills 
Entire  Wheat  Flour 

is  a  PERFECT  FOOD  for 
Student  and  Athlete 

GLEN  MILLS  CEREAL  COMPANY 
Rowley,  Massachusetts 
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DUMMER  TODAY 

^  Dummer  Academy  is  a  boarding  school  for  boys ;  it  prepares 
thoroughly  for  any  college  or  scientific  school ;  it  has  small  classes 
and  individual  instruction ;  its  location  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
and  healthful  in  New  England. 

^  While  a  majority  of  the  preparatory  schools  have  increased  their 
price  Dummer  has  not. 

C|  There  are  seven  men  on  the  faculty  of  the  school  and  two  efficient 
women  in  the  lower  school. 

•J  The  out-door  life  includes  supervised  athletics  and  also  the  real 
country  sports  of  a  New  England  boy,  hunting,  snow-shoe  trips,  etc. 

•J  A  glimpse  of  the  wholesome,  homelike  life  which  the  boys  lead, 
will  convince  any  parent  that  his  son  can  be  under  no  better  school 
influence. 

<I  The  school  may  be  visited  at  any  time. 

€|  The  Alumni  and  friends  of  the  school  are  especially  welcome. 

SOUTH  BYFIELD,  MASS. 
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LAMSON  8  HUBBARD 


Manufacturers  and  Retailers  of 


HatS  and 

Headwear 


of  Every  Description 


92  Bedford  and  173  Washington  Sts. 
Boston,  Massachusetts 


